A    HAPPY    WA&&IOR

that the Greeks did not burn the houses. On these
terms the army lay comfortably down, having plenty
to eat and first-rate wine. But during the night snow
fell heavily (it was mid-December), and before dawn
Xenophon was to be seen without his cloak chopping
logs for firewood, like a true high-hearted Athenian.
By his example he aroused the men, who were com-
fortably covered with snow as with a blanket, and
getting up, they kept out the cold by rubbing them-
selves with lard, turpentine, and sesame.

Hearing that the Satrap was gathering forces to
close a mountain pass in their front, the Greeks
attacked with good effect, hurried on till they had
crossed the pass, and three days later they reached
the upper course of the Euphrates, which rises in the
same mountain mass as the Tigris, and forded it,
though the water was up to their middles, and the
cold painful. It became still more intense as they
pushed forward through deep snow and in the face
of a biting north wind over that high upland, prob-
ably where Erzeroum, notorious for its pitiless cold,
now stands.

Here the men suffered from snow-blindness and
extreme exhaustion, which Xenophon tried to check
by giving out special rations with his own hands, but
many died of cold and frostbite. They had to hold
some black stuff before their eyes, and not to keep the
thongs of the sandals tight at night, for the thongs
froze into the flesh. Some were so wretched that,
finding a patch of ground thawed by a hot spring,
they settled down there and refused to move, asking
Xenophon to cut their throats when he sternly ordered
them to come on and pointed to the swarms of savages
hanging on the rear in hope of plunder. Against
these he was again obliged to turn his own rearguard
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